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I was stuck in traffic in a car with Mary—not a good place to be. Patience was not one of 

my sister’s virtues. I was dropping her off at O’Hare for an afternoon flight to the West Coast. 

“Damn you. Pick up the pace. I’m going to miss my flight,” she said. “Drive in the 

breakdown lane, John.” 

“No, Mary. Sit tight. You’ve got plenty of time.” 

Mary was supposed to stay with us at the lake in Wisconsin for the whole week, but she 

decided to leave after just one day at the beach. Dad was so annoyed he wouldn’t drive her to the 

airport, dispatching me to do the job. He hid his annoyance, telling Mary he had to prepare for 

Sandy Farber’s 35th birthday dinner. Sandy’s father had passed away earlier that year and Mom 

thought a birthday celebration would cheer him up. They invited Sandy over to our cottage for 

dinner and cake, but Mom wasn’t up to cooking.  

“Maybe I’ll cook some steaks,” Dad said. Of course, Dad was too cheap to take Sandy 

out to a restaurant. 

“I didn’t mean to run out on Mom and Dad like that,” Mary said, “but I’m starting my 

new job in two weeks and my classes start in a month. And I don’t have a place to live. I can’t 

afford to sit around the beach for a week.” 



“Mary, I know you don’t want to hear this from me, but you really need to spend more 

time with the family,” I said. “Mom and Dad are not going to be around forever. Mom’s not 

doing well at all these days.” 

“Don’t be so melodramatic, John. She’s not dying. She just refuses to take her 

medication. That’s why she gets all out of whack,” she said. 

“She likes having you around,” I said. “She talked about it for weeks. She was so excited 

you were coming home and then you stay for one day.” 

“I know, but this is a big opportunity for me.” Mary had accepted a position in the 

executive training program for a retail clothing company in San Francisco. She was planning to 

complete graduate school at Stanford at night. I had no doubt she would pull it off. 

“At least I showed up. Paul was a no-show this week,” she said. 

“Paul and Maureen are getting married in two weeks. They’re a little busy right about 

now,” I said 

“Are you going right back up to the lake?” she said. 

“I’m picking up Maddie on the way. Her old roommate is in town and they went out to 

lunch in Chicago,” I said. 

“So when are you going to marry this girl?” she said. 

“We’ve only been dating for a year and a half,” I said. 

“That’s a lifetime for you, John,” she said. “You better get to it. You’re going to lose her. 

You know what Dad always says. That disgusting thing that I can’t bring myself to say.” 

“Shit or get off the pot.” 

“Precisely.” 

“We’ve both got the Bar Exam coming up. We need to get through that first,” I said. 



Traffic was starting to move again and soon I exited the highway for the airport. Mary 

had her briefcase on her lap and was studying some briefing papers from her new employer. 

“God, their marketing plan sucks,” she said, not realizing she was talking out loud. 

“You’ll straighten them out,” I said in jest, but Mary answered, “You’ve got that right.” 

We got to the terminal and I pulled over to the curb. I hefted Mary’s two large suitcases 

out of the trunk. “Let me go in with you and see you off,” I said. 

“No, I’m good,” Mary said and she turned around, wheeled both suitcases through the 

automatic doors, and disappeared. 



 


